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PEEPING TOM. 
I ww Sat zin 

OAK KT Yo NN AG 

SCENE N of the Country, 


Enter Count LE wIS, "Emi and Attendants. 


Sadr H THE oem — — mT 
Emma. a 
en bebe belere 1 am fake; but where's « that 
young peaſant that reſcued me? mn bare? 


Lexis. That young fellow behav'd very ry well——he 
did indeed, my lovely Emma but you are fake now. 
I give you joy. 

Emma. Give me joy, no that you never ſhall— 

Lewis. ow yo but when we are-mar- 
ried. 11 ts 

Emma. eee that we never ſhall, 

Lewis. Oh! that will be fine indeed, to he forced 
from Normandy, your father the Earl of Mercia ſays, 
you Count Lewis, ſhall wed my daughter Emma 
But the enemy of all ſport, a wicked Dane, darted like 
a ravenous falcon on you my pretty little dove, and 
becauſe I would not fight, you will not marry me 
now if I did, I might be kill'd and would not be married. 

Emma. Torun away and not even draw your ſword, 

Lewis, * is U me to ee profile of 
the Ladies. ien ea Wy ff 20 "13 

A 2 Emma. 


' name? 


; PEEPING on 


1 j 6 Os rags n 7 
be ſure” you gatlant "champ for 


Mass F s wor gan 


2 wes 
| Lewis, 1 love. the ladieh—and" Tove e . 

the ladies lake—Bebdes the Danes are a barbarous e- 

nemy, and I made a vow n never to encolniter a Dane, 
Emma. Here * wy benefadtor and dellverer. 


| 11907 £945 1 
AROLD. (5 300 al 


Harold, Madam 705 chaſtiſed the villains that have 
dared to inſult you, | but hope you have rectived no 
hurt! 4 ol dor 215 

Ema. Thanks te hour kind 


Harold, William, Badem 
Emma. Willam—while * JnCoventey, this 
WE vil renting yoo, modal arte. => 1436 
[Gives a ring. 
ws. And via man, if you were a tte were 
poliſh'd, 1 wou'd prefer you to be 8 
wife here. 1 . n 03 
Sunne. Your wife ! never; a 
Luis. Never! Ob will gy ad ll your Face 


5 ob —_ F* C 5 Exit. 


2 No, nothing man ever unite we to x rea 


wary, ſo qpntemplb 8 * ox. 56) ** Poult 


WN. 
eee een be, ar 
Send inſet ever ranging ; of 71 N 
0 n 965 
| Vroe me n thy fancy c. WsT 1 
A TLore 


iT * Ot p< 


.2>ibs! 50 


10. Is the ſoil unkind f or planting, 2val t ,cvuwyik + 

„ Wg can, fete the blooming Bower, eSibat 5h 
nd Self enamour'd | Nan all Sgtunge * bas i! 9a 
| 1-1, Gazing, tender admiration "25903 7905 v 


In our eyes their image. . 75 
dvd „There they, * 196 — W b 
vn „True. long, fure . will bel 42 #2, 


While you love yourſelf o dt 
| If I hate, I don't deceive, r 1 
HOY Mort 11 TT ' * 
- Yet I fear I love pg” FIGS 2 


SCENE-Urhe Strive,” 15 N 


PRI . Euter Hadolb. | 2 F 
. Harold. Shari Emma, when ſhe 
Harold, the ſon of Earl Goodwin, her father's-pro- 


e my penile hopes will be on 
5130 8 
blos Ha * MO ran | 
e body bers? joy Jop! igha 


iat une ο 4 47 


95. Becauſe Ear Goodwin and ST 


| ed 7 at NS 
niſhed. 110 
Seu 


Harold. My father myſelf and 1 my brother 


e i Bie Be —.— 


cb 


Edward, to command the Earl, to command he 


to command my. to make pho e 


vr 


—— ——— —— —ů , — . —— — — 


— ———— —— v9 


1 


 BBRPING. TOM 
tht thy pd aan ad Gn ra 
land—and 1 am now going to do the job come 
goodfolks—God Beſs the king and the cryer, knights 
yeomen, young and old men—women and children— 
_— [Exit Tom and Mob. 


o 1—0 yes! — 

Harold, Shall 1 bed bes the town, i once Em- 

fa petlitns to ber father s caſtle, probably 1 may ne- 

ver fee ber again; the is lodged here in the Maydr's 
e. A uon to be Harold, it is inſtant denth; 


| MOEN Res TR! my care. 
c Ghanber,s — 

K Euter Ma von and Mavy. © 
"Maud. Nay, now, don't I tell your worſhip you 


know, don't you believe any ſuch thing—Lord what 
will the folks ſay, to ſee his honour the Mayor, of 
Coventry make ſo free with Tom the taylor's wife? 

| Mayor. Let me hear them talk, and PI ſet them in 
the ſtocks—Zounds! dare they cenſure a magiſtrate— 
Let me fee them wink, and there's the ducking-ftool 
—for a nod, the cage—inuends, the pillory—and for a 
malicious whiſper, five hundred twirls in the whirligig. 

Maud. You know your worſhip I was yirtuous—— 
vol hdr tes edi to leave madam, your wife's 


ſervice, becauſe I would not let you—you know I 
would not be naughty with you, and ſooner than do 


3 — M . 


hin . 1 
* * * : * "Maud. 


* 75 


: * 


or COVENTRY. 7 


Il. A rogue, and Une your wotthigh-—" | 
Why he is à bit of a magiſtrate—was not be a pariſh 
derk, eee $eotin os one ee 
now overſeer and church-warden, © OE 

D 
na better than a.clowny till I took him under my wing ? 
Mad. e's certainly a little brholden toyourworſhip. 

Mayor. Oh! be owes it all to your prethy thee Maud 
Ait was all for your ſake,—your beauty for you have 
 provifions of all ſorts why you have got a beadle in 
that arched dimple——a conſtable's ſtaff in that pretty 
mole—an overſeer in that hazel-eye—a chureh-warden 
in thuſe auburn-locks—and 4 pair of plump aldermen 
in that panting boſom. 

Maud. Oh! Lord, I did notthink I was ſuch a great 
| Mayor. Yea, you are, indeed-you l Bil 
diva the Earl's new married Lady, and his daughter 
Emma why I will wager that ſmile, againſt tbe whole 
kingdom of Mercia—egad, if thoſe ſtars were to twin- 
kle in the court of Gloſter, nr 


en | 
SONG. x ina 


* Mavos and MayD.... ry ain 


B roco 
Pn Pretty Maud. 


Wat willithe people ar, M Mayor, 
— Let them . yllkal [iff noms 
0 Ell hase my fill, ont to e e 
2 Li a gent repo gd Nee ml 0 
* odds "ProttyMaud; pretty blend, 7c en er 


at »« Golden chain, and lilly wand, pretty Maud. 


Aaud. Tis all of little uſ , 1 


; Chain and wand I muſt refuſe, Wer. 
Forithe needles thimble, go,, Py 
8 | Mr Mayor, Mr Mayor. ei ﬀ 10 vat 
mand. I tell yau what now, Mr. Mayor, you ſhall 
ot not talk to me in that THOR OS ARGON 
. Mall not. e $173: 


1 N WR 


8 FF 
- "i hrefigging hi bells... . un 2%Y ao 1 

aud. Lord your honour, if your Lady ſhou'd know. 
Maver. My Lady, poh! pob! ſhe's at home, God 
bleſs her, let her ſtay theree wor 


» 7 Sandi, Age, but -[ 


of:ſome French wine, that I had from Count Lewis, 

and egad wel be ſo ſnug and ſo comfortable ; you. go | 
| home, and I be with' you Aab * 3bo8k”. » 
3 | . | « U | Tom. 


Bee let me go away, Mr. Man., 0 


By all that's great and grand, pretty Maud; 


+ . -. Mejor, Batdvillodd wil tell you-:mhatwbil col 


Ay Maron Neishhauxs I the pillory—the becher - the 5 
Vhirhigse- N tell you Maud, I ſend. you a preſent 


or OTE 9 
Tom (Uſthitngy My wife will be u Mayor foon and L 


ſhall be an Alden cs 022900 44! Ln ory 
ae, Tau, fun I , pf, 


Mayor. II fl you e when ne teen 


to buy a bit of dinner! (giver Tom _— 
Pom. I'm obliged to yo worſhip! 5 35% | 
dasses MBs h/ Jig” Te a0 eue fd 


Tom, aye, aye; hom Gd you! dbv Nm wv don. 


db; How d %, οτπjỹ e tory ant Heat 

en. Prxtty well I thank your worſuip -but, Sir, 

is this for a corporation dinner 

Mayor. No, no, (what the devil brings this fellow 
here, afide) pray ha ve you hot 4 riaging to day at the 

Guy of Warwick, Tot , e e 


For.” Oh yes we een pa of . babe, fir - a 


leg of mutton and trimmings; OY Int? 


Mayor. (Egad though very lucky, I ſhall have a 


al to myſeif) afde) Tom you are/a good finger. R 


_ + — —  —— irrt. an, 


Mayor. Yes, you are Tom, you are, voti w cer. 
tainiy win. Mind your bells, Tomo bormhect 
going, you'll certainly win, Tom. But whathr odght 

you to me now Ton ĩ 3) rae 
Tom. Though nierry I be I neter Was I treat © 


my whole life, why you know our gh anc” 
beall; I thought he might Hake ſomè blinder r pro 


claiming the prochimation of Earl Godwin and his 


* 1 


ſons as traitors, ſo I took the bell and rung the people _ - 


all about me, and there F ſtood * 


r | B 2 : ens, 


* 
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7 1 
* 
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- 
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is Fee row 
ens tif Fho Hehe? cri ON O'yes7thah Fred 
| a voice like a gander in the marſhes, ſcreamittly dutsO/ 
ns fo and Who moda nie be, but bd Crazy ; 
COR det ante Gy be he hole itt be. 
theeatys petite and mbitar, and thattered with fuch a 
devil of a noiſe, folks could #6t hear And Betauſk 1 
told af to be quiet; bee tat e, Abd Gppöd 
up the leg ö perlt Statiteat; tutnbled oer 
Kit the Tinker, a dvertütned Father Fbgarty; he 
fat Frier, and has mauled my hoſe in ti une 
100K fit för an office; indeed; an Cid drireler-: 
Why you molt ipudest of all rafcals; h 
my) wi (71043 1 7 .— Hip ad 2110.4 501 u. 
Fan. Why Ste, you're the Miyot of Coventry. 
Mayor. And did not 1 appoint bim beade ? 
Dom. Why Lord Sir he is ſo infirm; that when he 
ſtands at the church. door with the p6ot”s box, his hand 
ſhakes ſo, that the gentle folk's charity farthings fall 
out of the box—why he has not one of his'twelve'Teh- 
en but his ſcratching. + FIG) IEA 0 DOETUTON 
Aer. Sirrah he has all his talents about him—he's 
been a deviliſh ſhrewd fellow. 
£ Tom. Yes he is a man of harp talons as my noſe ea 


a TD TS 


ATOM 
. r.. Mt! 1* 6 8 5 186 5 LEST). 
'eFHERE 27104q 1543 07:47 £6 4, ant II Tons WI. 
n an Fater Cary,” E 1 140; Y : 
Gan You a Mayor—there's a ig for your crown | 
1 | wells, the 


Tom. 


OF-COVENTRE; 2M 


Tam; There your warſhips dhe lag has made, 8; 4 


king; 9h Yale: ft fin Af of bag x 51 50 E 
| Crazy. Tel me gf binge- Ahet bare ſeen Edward; 
the Martyr, the glorious Alfred, and. Canute.the great ij; 
Tom. Ves, but did Canute the great. give you, au 
thogity to. ſcratch my na ?.1. 0 451 Flic K 70 lifts 
Crazy. III Canute, yu. - that have; dern headle 
here ever ſinge the days of Edmond lronũde, 54 5 


Lem. Ayer anda ps: hh 


_ Crazy.,, What do you mean? 


Tom I mean that you are curſed ſhabby, about 05 | 


nodgle,-you have lived a great chile 

Mayor. Come be quiet — command. ron 
to read is proclamatian - now ſhow him you can pro- 
claim it right mind in king Edwardꝭs name, you are 
to offer a reward of five hundred marks, to any man 


= 
* - 
wy 


that, will briog in Goodwin, Earl of dene nd 


or lives, , 
Crazy. "Yes I vin rh e notice, "that by 


command of Earl Goodwin, King Edward, fhall, ha re | 
509 marks for bringing in the head pf the, Mayor of | 


Coventry, dead or alive, 


| Tom, That ſenſible fellow has made a pretty proc $A 
mation. ; | dee | 


| Crazy. Now, an't I * chaunter? Ko 1 «1 


Mayor. Yes—P'll truſt you with the 
but yqu ſhall have nothing to do with mine. 
Tem. So- between the magiſtrate and his de eputys 


B 3 
8 


EY. 


wb 


+ the affairs of the public are likely to fare wks has 
= F 


%V 


1 rrrrmS 2051 


2 hewe@todoigo bad 10 12430 10 raw 
Mayer EHtry him;({ifde) Can't ou contrixe to keep 
Tom frottyoinghpme? or u anidions rolls ne 
aN What you are going-to;Maud?—ewell I will, 
J will. i ot med 1 
5 Mayor. Mind your belly Tom, mind your bel. 
To. I will, D 4 
4 u,) avar gw em att ao. nit 6+ watt iq NN 
| 42 31). a ac 8 ON. Goat vital SC 
Tom. Merry are the bells, r Abit, L 2&4 18 07 
2 And merry do they ring. Wis sur wit & 
Cra. Merry was myſelſ, and merry cou'd I ſing. 
Cho, Merry is your ding- dong, happy gay and free, 
Merry with a ſing· ſong, merry let us be. 
Naß. Wadde goes your gait, 1 476 f Mön 
om. Hallo are your hoſe, 01 1 f 
May. Noddle goes your pate, b. 
Tom. And purple i 18 your noſe. » nn 5110 104 
Obe. Merry is your ding · dong, happy gap and free, 
| ERA AY nn 


; [ Exeunt. | 
4 es AC als er 17% bb It * 
_—_— | SCENE-—changes to Tow' , 's Hoſe al = 
A. , yaols 723 en Ener Ma ub. —1078 11 gart 


ub There never Was a young ham ſo beſet as 
1 am by his worſhip—-If I tell, Tom, there's a quarrel ' 
„Land then there's no ſtaying; for in Coventry the 


Mayor has ſuch à power of intereſt I've a great mind 
99 Kt . to 


1 
— 
o 
1 
. 


OF COVENTRY: EF 
3 2 
way or other for his bad opium date hilly 
When people get up alittle ids then warkdelordythey” 
think there's nothing but to uſe: por feet they 
plcaſs-Lhang the dbu. is my Tom ered. ce 
Fein into . * d 
Ad % bien goT fd 24/07 balls eMC 
| $. O N G. Wi 
Whit pleaſure to think on the times we have ſeen, 
"Twas May-day I firſt faw my Tom on the green; 
80 neat was I dreſt, and ſprightly a mien 
A king was my love and I was his queen. * 
Tue garland preſented by Tomm m 14 
* Frome me hne of m Tomm rt... 
A ſide look I ſtole at my lover by chance; 
Which ſtraight he return'd with fo tender u. Flaneeg :? 
My heart leap'd with joy when I ſaw him advatice- © 
And well did I gueſs twas to lead off the dance. 
For none danc'd ſo neat as my Tommy : 
'” In alt things'complete-wasmy*Dorunys7 bel 
See Sal aid Mets de de 


; oO 080 


3 Ma voa, —— and hamper 
Mayor. Now, here ESE LS 
bring it along—make haſte—thene now; get along with 
wer. mo ona. tive rh tvs new the. 
Ma. What fall T dsf? T i AD e 
Maher. * there, get rp we 


. PEEPING+FOM; 5, 
Maud. hm undonc. ng greature in the houſe hut my- 
ſelf —he muſt not know that, be mfr. 


e gal eidh'nt b nov. tore? b 
Mayor. Egad here I am Maud, and Tom is abroad, 


wih the xingororagiing.his.bells-—here,ajm Aeput 
you little rogue, how nicely you gave me the flip. juſt; 
now! tbusM hb 51 n mov t*noh 1 7 uot 
Maud. I aß ur p pardon, but you know I muſt gbey 
my huſhand=Why would you bring.me all this wine? 
| Mayors, All under the roſe ; you Mall yrcat, me, wü 
a glaſs it will make ur veins to thrill, your checks 
glow, Your boſom pant; your heart beat, your fen. 
iparkye with love and. rapture.; A ol 
Maud. Lord fir, will wine hep iich a body do? N 
Mayor. Les, it will, do you know that, love, has 
ſummoned you before mes. 28 a witch, and by-the vir- 
tue of my authority, I commit you to thaſe arms 1 4 
302 _Mauge..Q,) ſure your, worſhip, is a little magdiſh 2% 
Moore 1 am at this time as mad, a magiſtrate as, 


ever gere hauch f neniſant n wt of {rf 
Maud. Nay, now do not talk that way to me, = 
do not now, (a great knocking at the door.) 1 


Tom. (Nom quirhout) Maud, Maud, why have, you 
volfech the door eee bft lng 
- + Maud. Thay 9m, Ten . 381 W ung Hao 
Meet 1 KY Hy RO lth 
Me wo. Oh, Jorg, if h By fees eu 1 7 Kar i 4) 
Mayor. PI go up ſtairs, , 18770 1 01 Dis bas 
aw. You muſt 1 ö U go up there! 
4 | 


4 


or Goran 13 


Nel er nüt Man Ph? ON mY FEARS? ide 
mb; ide me tothe Wr. 4 l Won n um: 5 


Maud. poſe ene 
tu Wine. MY — DUSM ms I 91 bg N 


ner. Ot, ekeatlent ! tight; Wöbibn ele 
fart Ai h 21m org n K ge ind 48 bac. 
Tom, Why don't 2 n the door, Maud? * 
sd, Ti Celia, im e Tn 1 ant 
bt: (puter pen l. torr) Nihy the ence dit ol” 
bolt the Aer Vaud, "now: I have Broke" the bolt 
Aud. Recauſe 1 was alone, and one ban 't tell Ala 
might kagpen to a body hut whit brötight ven nome 
Tom ? unge N Hie, 2litgat 
ras : Wil Grin ewe” aro Tim i io th 
Sen Nos 21s if ef th Mt; 29 {ion 
"Ton. YE, there is his Torathip the” Earl of Marat" 
coming to our town—and there is the wedding liveries 
to be fAiMeU—atia you are to pay your Fonours ro the 
bride” befbre the leaves the Mayor's Hoüſe, anf"gots 
back to the Caſtle—t have won the wager Maud at 
the Guy of Warwick? 2 9 * «(87% Avant 
Maud. Have you? n STO 2) % ton of 
Tom. I have wot it, tol de rel Fm eme foie 
half fuddled with joy n now go and ee HO the” 
cloaths go on What hamper is that Mai? a 
Maud. Oh ! that! ——aye thats hhinle d Wiſe 
that the Mayor defires you to ſee left bat at A "kite, 
and delivered to madam his lady, e 
N | 


Tom, 


16 _ PEBBNG TOR 
| Tom. Wide YEH otic 6ery'IG 1'tm 
an officer I ſhould dd kf Way tringendnl 4» , 
#1 Maid '$6 For how a Form ifgr Hie Ml h wn. 
ling enough bad wur u H. 91 
Tom. Vib ee the hamper delivered to none büt his 
bannt bow mt bas gif gt znurb bn 
Madd. (ade)Bead you trim his wen neatly. 
Tom. You are a hanpH N te he forterefidhhurl- 
bandras L -uchi a rate huſband; Mattl t 1 
Han And you have a rare wife of me, if you knew all 
Lord! what good ſpirits you're come ho 
” Tom Ton, How | loving god cheer 55 ee 


GH en 
In viriant ile 41; 8.0 N een d At 
tt gad we had a \ glorious feaſts „r ado wow tl 
4 80 good in kind, ſo niccly dreſt, Mig ul 
Our liquor tog was of the beſt IU tell you- 
t Ons leg of mutton two fat ggeſe, (3617 
7 5 beans and bac ducks and pale, , wa 10 
| * ſhort we'd ey ry eee e «il 
The cloek ſtruck twelve in merry chime, - 
The Prieft fad grace in Saxon rhime, 
| Fes to me this ĩs no timo—for playing. 
he rgom was full when Icame in 
yb= But ſoon I napkinid up my chinn 20. 
2110 With knife and fork: Hoe begin—0 ta ing . 
Mere Curare Wu ut ch a Tat, 
- © OF gies und tithecpigs ut'd to prate, wort bug 
17% WO PL VP PLE Peep? 2 
Sw} Mot 


OF QOPYBNTERY- * 


Mot church;meny like the piears 1091/7 mow = 
— 4 ſhepherd tgſhis loch below / Hluoch 1 Dito us 
uke any walf, good, mutton, now vas, deln. 
We nodded healths, for no one ſpohe, 3a 
Whe cloth rulbcb off) we rack*d(a joke: 
And drunk the King and ſung and ſmok' d- 
Our rec ningiout the. oall a Nhip, (baten. 
un Eſteals my bat, aud home tri: cy 
My pretty Maud your velvet lip to mack o 
Hg wynd 1107 U t opt ννννεννανẽ, u hu au i 


£ 45} » 31 eee hb 
SCENE 6; AYOR? s Houſe, EAN Is 


44 bod t ane n 


Enter HaroLD. * 
Harold. The people of this town are all al. 
ter news, mobs and proclamations--dt is bold belt of me 
to venture here, even into the Maybr's houſe, and a 
price {et upon my head by command of the Earl 
Cruel fate ! but I will ſee Emma again, tho atthe riſk 
of my li O! what my 11 8 Emma ſeeping— 
en of inen e. . 
ut et Au Aol iT 
. "" Enter Tom with the hamper. CL AT 8 
Tom. There, leave the hamper. of wine til: nnd | 
out madam the Mayoreſg--where the plague/ate all 
the ſervants, O dear! oh In ob1there: le yo lady 
Emma taking a nap after dinner Egad tho great folks 
eat ſo hearty of ſo many diſhesr Nhe logks ſo-roſy, 


Ind for all the world like, a, pretty, picture: What a 8 
W e fancy | your great folks A 


*. 


«os PEN TOM 


A e 
dreaming I dreamt onde I ſliould be extoll'd abore 
che whote-town by means of a great lady, may be this 
is my lucky, minute, what if IO, dear, I haye agreat 
mind—egad:Þ1l:;give ber a kiſa I will (Harold adven- 
-N on his hriees;) I'm 
dead. 4 at SH GI een. 

Harold. Tom, you ate the only perſon. that has ſeen 
aſſiſt me, nene living well. (Dean 
a purſe.) CODER 

Tom, Sir, I always cuſs is live „ 
cauſe—l am a good chriſtian. 

Harold. Take your choice, 2510 or ſtecl. 

Tom. Gold is a very pretty thing, I am out of con- 
ceit with ſtecl, E The N 
dle into my thumb. 

- Harold. weg ke wee give ber this dais as i 
ſhe-queſtions, tell her the owner is at band. ¶ Ræbires. 

Tom. Yes, fir, I'll tell her its in the owner's hands, 
madam, a handſome gentleman, an ill looking cobber 
with great civility——a ſword to my throat Haid 
fir be fo goo” eee eee e eren Ae 
villain you dog give her this. 

Emma. That ring 1 gave my benefattor, ny den 
1 _* [Harold appearing. 

Tem. (going off and prefling) Oh! oh! well 1 will 
ny r ho !-4 

* — | 2 1 


Or COVENTRY. as 
eee Tom! aye, 
on, aye!—Oh, h6'! ohy hei ee Toe. 

Harold. Me e 
KN affectlons, which I acknowledge your condef- 
cenfion—permit, me to ſay, it reflects no diſhonour.0n 


your choice, for in poor William the peaſant, you be- 
hold Harold, ſon to Goodwin, Earl of Kent, unhap- 


only in being bated by the father of henheloves. | 

Enna. Is it poffible, are you Harold, for whoſe life 
221 proclamation is out? Oh heavens} if you are dir 
coyered, you are loſt, and I miſerable, 

Harold. Charming Emma; that tender anxiety for 
my ſafety, rewards a life of exile, but this evening is 
appointed ſor the celebration of your nuptials with the 
Count — This moment the equipage is on the wall to 
convey. you away to the caſtle. [4 n r 

Emma. Oh heavens ! Joom'd to « wrote d Stake 
Harold. Truſt to my honour, Madam, and I will 
inſtantly. donvey you to my father's court; thus you 
will averbtheimpending form, and there in ſufet gc 
may determine the fate of him who-adores yt "ich 
Aima. It would be ungrateful to diſtruſt your ſin- 
cerity I refign myſelf entirely to your prote cia 
Free me from this odious match with Count Lewis, 
- and it will be a fayour I ſhall ever atowledge—and 
eſteem as a generous obligation: N ent. 
e end off tat Honqut 18 d 

E Se 


17 | 2 N 141 
* 2510 [N . Ain: . * * 4 34 N > 
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„ Fine roßt 


11 22 mon 3a ; Mk 5 40 oon 
Pp 7581 {13 OY A reomin the Mis ons Howſecr, 
| * Enter Tom with the A lz Mn 
am. Net thatinoor fellow mu be ſome fich tun 


rom the money be gave me--Hhero / ii loye . Ol yer, 
there is certʒiniynloxe in thejcaſe-—micll, What's that to 
Tomi bung is to,delivextitia winetto fheMiy- 
'Ureſs, I am a great favourite——ſhe fwites:mwpon 20g 
whenever ſhe fees mern i dhe ſhould be the great 
et M+Mho knows,, here cohæatthe 


Ae * 


P AE cat RY ODER A* [bon 
e eee 


pole to ee the young Lady Godbia come into 8 
Tom. (afide) She raps call we good — 


= bad gh. 8357 os 85 Nigg. x 
' | Mayoreſs, What's this, Tom? 915 OSD 
Toms: pee, when Dent hone Abe mydeor 


burſting it open, my wife had got 
N ns her cuſtody, — 


5 t e red wes bo rab in to your 
ane ant 
E eee 
SN 1 00 Wr A SIGs us 92 mod! 0 
er It's no purchaſe, it's a preſent, 


* nn. 2 
Maporeſ. Oh! a preſent from the Count I 
ſuppoſe el Fot His Molible Töm, you * ll Fave the 
firſt glaſs, dl Mane Mo T OE | 
Tem- I hong! to! drink ur kalyibip's ae en 
are tlio tuliꝑ of Coventry. ig ad nom od! 1 
0 Mayoriyal Toͥ e U Fou tüte NU 


Tn. Taſteg madum, I ebuld flak u petite when- 
you are the toast: ———1mwovst 16573 6 m tel 4 
eng 201 3d blyodl Bir Miu??? 21ſt vv 

. 
preſently. eee 21530 ee 

Mayoreſs. Mat nina here? | 

Maud. I come to empt 
n mis empty 1 31s "7 Dawn. 
Maud." Tes, as Stet tele. 
Tow, 80 Maud you was toping, when you lock d 
ar ca ' Mayor) 
There, madam. _ _ 

Mayoreſ;, My huſband ! 
, bad, La tak «lt Wu) 
. What! you have been ät your did 
pg 


1 2341-. paw yer SY L037 193 An u agg 


— were you have ne 
ee His iran -b, 


Mayor. (Comes out of the hamper.) ) 80 Try wild. 
Tom, remember Tam father of you n. ef pong 
"70h Aye, 208 to yl wanted! to be the nder ot 


£y23 416507] 214 Hur 


my children. 


| 10 4 f gas . 11 1 


„ FN 

+ Mayor, Come re—well Tom, ag 

n / , 3 
Tom. Oh! is it at home now? | 


Mayor.” Yes, e re to me. 
Tom. O nd Fuad ou. get—I'IF keep it 
to drink to my 0 virtue, £ 108 we wee 0 


your worthip's — 
| eee eee. eckt LAS N. 


| ue S$wmo9g lis voy 515 
den bestes Us. NI 40. 
Maud. Who would deſtroy domeſtic joy, 0 5 | 
zun 27 aue ever Mad r Mae EFF 
1891 unerhen girls agree tö de ne me 7 
wee o Güt with esch U ſedu cer! voor ail 55 
F 
EA 75 Ws thus with Ty! pple t: nper eke, R 
& \ Then Maſter Mayor | pray pate 1 Ge, W 


; I ort. 
— 8 Yor Set Sa into the | TOW 0 


our: Well pleas d to find, wy wie p Boden 
adi han So cunning and fo cleverz . r 91% 
Stau Bbe bells hall ring, her praiſe Il G88. mma 
1424 won g ever and ſor ever. tu 1170 1 
bas eggs ao Be em 50 Ne ot 
42 | "bard ⁰ẽ,ꝭo 
— wa * Bn 0 a 364M 
"bred ym NR. r 2£ ot t4mny re 
N % en 1950 > ay Hime? Un coll ms 
& 246m III I h . D532 126 — 


d 9 95 


* „„ I Gora oral | 
1 4 on 39 5: ARM IR Her ito aca 57 


Jon mod t& t: © TgO mew 


rr o44 SCENE—Fhe Smet. gyY * NN 


„ * 


83 214 FTA. 52 7 qo" 1. 7 454 U 51 + Te. ©; 188 
6M 7 it: Ut 1oft, 


* 53d Arier en 
Tom. 93 Nia "i aich Y H400Yy | 
5 ]ZZA! Huzza!. Neighbours, neighbours, here 


are you all going? 
2 
dy Godivak A ee ade” 


Tom. Why neighbours, what will they think of our 
town, let us welcome them in order—if we muſt roar | 
let us roar like men and chriſtians.—PN chear them 
with a choice chaunt—and then PH make a fine ſpeech. : 
wmunnn —8 
_ fromiong of you—not a grunt! 

Mob. Why, what will you ſay? 7 

Tom, Why ſuppoſe now, you to be the Counteſs - 
I defire you to make a lo eurtſey to me, becauſe you 
are very civi no you frown with: your. under lip 
more=now-curt up your noſe · ſo now Mr Counteſs 
take your fingers out of your mouth, do—now ſettle 
your diamond necklace——ſbew' your. fine ring and 
white hand. 

Mob. But Mr Tom, as I have got no diamond neck - 
lace, won't it do as well to ſtroke my beard. - 

Tom. No, no, it won't did you ever hear of a 
Countem ſtroaking her beard Doe Iwill make a 
EY C3. eech 


2 PEEPINGYOM © | 


eech. May it pleaſe your Lorddip/ and 'Ladythip, 
the Freat honour you' hive a coming to our- 
beggarly town. 10T 
Mob. What— Coventry a beggarly town Why 
you deſerve a good kicking! L Ad ibid u | 
Tom. Now, did»yowevterrknow (a Counteſs kick a 
church- warden. 0 eM 1:7. wg v1 50 


{38 idr % , 1 
Enter Maros, 8 

I;. No pets pted—a ben ram he 

Mayor, to be ſure. | dog PEEUG dt 


Ton, The Mayor's an ignorant man 4.20 / l 

Mayor: What's the matter here?! 7 09020 won 
Mob. Here's e ee de n 
Mayor. Is he get you gone all of you Tom, you 
e e e nnn. 


_ * ALE „ r e 
om. Are you fir? Watt 208 e 
— you are an CDT n. 
Tom. My impudence, is having a wife too pretty 
Sr me, eee. n. 
a $959 Fi gt 8 0 N 0. & 4 $441 ln 


| 127 2. i 411 $29 4} 
s Your. * your n may ＋ ; 


*bio 34K \ And think yourſelf a great city cock ;. * 

Fon'n never my Maud. entrap, z. 
* n — For ſbg.ig the hen of a pretty cock. NA ö 
Have done with your winks and your leer, 
gong A 
5 er He U. 


- 
# 


IO | 


eee Thane deve our cr | 
Your warilypg ce. 


24 4 
eee eg fon ERS 
Ciuan bill like a thruſti or dove in tree: ¹˙vhFb 
But never wit pairlwithanowhy 
| * rs 2 Covent; 
-— Your worſhip, Ke. 
0 prog wy 
K difcharge/ you. from all;public-offges: 
—the public good demands it. 1419} 29 f 
Tom, The public good Y- can yen forget when 
you collected the poor's rate, you lent out moneyjat 
three pence-a week, for a ſhilling—and When church · 
warden, you was detected in putting in ſx · pence, and 
taling aut half a rwπ nm. * ran 44634, 4 
Mayor. I put in half a crown. vl 
Tom, Aye, that was EE ee #99 #4 1 ws? 
- Moyor.' — — to à common 
conſt able. Gm +M Wee! 
Crazy. He is noconRtable, that office. belopgs teme! 
Mayor. Tom, I fupercede neee e ready to 
nevcive the Ear of en. e i- p21 00mg 
1100 TG Bu 


Enter Dani. of Mee La RNA Attend: 
* 8 - AD 194 12498 HH % een 
Bark. Ne Mayor en ander wee. 

nt atrysur houſe. MY War dun 9001 N 


—————ů ˖—˖— ůx 
NM | Godiva. 


06+ _ PERANO/ TOM? 


lane thn wy, r per xv 
1, to, compenſate for the 
great bovour, dupe, 88+ we have had.a greater yariety of | 


| entertainments than gver, way known in Cougntry. 
| Tom. We have indeed rn 


dy, lord how, beautiful fe t:: 
Ca. Yes, en 
rb Who are You a uit Friend? "> ns oT 


1 eg 714. Wal? 21 


Major, RR ia, udn .. 
Tom. Pleaſe your worſhip, that old gentieman's wits: . 
ace à little out at the-clbows,. and though my brain is 
quite new, and I've been ſo: active in every office, yet 
the Mayor has put him over my 24 he's mad.” . 
n #219 {own 
Tom. I've done nothing. 14 N 8 
Tar. eee eee 
nothing. (lagi een bene you ene eee 
ran, Id alb myſelf! 6 199940 95254 H . fo 3003 
n. This ame toten of Coventry ſeems tobe well 
8 . ͤ IR Gs 
magiſtrates. wot 53 adde Kto 99d 284 
u Ei loranüg feths to- be in 2 piaguby Ii . 
mau he looks daran'd"glunji=come=<lear - — 
pipes and give him la ſong- wh nuvndviog oli on- * 
2 Twog ee nat yd.bue ese. 
Dane ee 3d er won ebener elbe 


OH EGV er RT. * 
Suat boheb yrnorag raya db 
1 Your Lordſhip's welcome 


= ERS LPR? . 
ee ee ned 227% 
"eddie Jö BY Scene 


41 . bad bob r oF ane 


Cho. This is Joyful Mn tid rod bot N 


0009 > 1.We!kbrgach a tub. of humming babe... 

JI To welcome home with a  rub-a-dub, vn 
So neighbours let ua be jglly, WDF wn a, - 
May. AT our fair you'll be detighted, mal, 

2: 07d re bells ſhall ring: merrily, . 494 

| r 354 63th wave I 2 


Che. This is joyful Betts, Knee 


MOW an MD Ii 
bed e n e en LawW isn 
Count. Emma, my lord, your daughter, is fledawdien 


in the peniſhment;.for this offence. a mere pours ajbq 
ty thouſand marks, and by heaven, the power of 
man ſhall not induce me to abate one ſcruple See 


* PEEPING TOM: 
Hit this be complied Wich ih An hour's notice, or ri- 
Cr r 


W e n Gogira and X 


o. 1 remember Aldwinho yivatzdiiia znxufion 
DO nd frmagoytico h e 
Enter Mrvoatzes. — 08 


r d 
Ae Num, word and famine is come upon us 1 
O grief Gl! 
Tom. You fee when my lord taken n thüng into his 
head, be: ſays. ll do .- and in that caſe be ſurely does 
it—and then it is donqẽoa od gte bioow 
« Haybreſs: We all no that Lady Godiri is as ſaidet 
temper d as her huſband is erabbed and cruſty m 
1 will ſummon all the goodwives in a body, and Vikgo: 
eyes, will beſcech the Lady, to beſeceh her huſband 
to tade oFthe tas. . 
Dom. An excellent thaungh t?! 1141 
Munor. I muſt get the cbnſent of the corporation 
Luilige luntboathetiverp.o dt nn nh nn. 
_ \Mayoryfu Summon the Every! you had better go 
3 © a ct nd oe et 
| — nber d bd Aeg $3; 2 
rr - » SGRNE. 
rr 


£4 $4 . \ 
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MOT OMA 


11-40 5010044 Or C 85 OVENTRY, no 50 ein! I 
% 57 S 5210102 Und 140% 
abus Yak W Ease nd lz] 8 
in LPT «oP 
— mne L avid 
Harold. e e 
eſeape -- ebenen want, 2 
Emma. ue utes never Mp un 
thitafifed i an eſoape/ hein be in. eh 2 rag 
Harold. A ſeparation from my E ddobe z, u 
terror thor hen faithful Hõ,ẽieꝓ / e 2Y 
would certainly be reconci lee. 
Harold. Frue my love, I'have bled in'my-goantry's 
cauſe,-and ſhall again—not the fire of love, nor the 
froſt of age, ſhall check my ſpirit in the cauſe of Britain. 
Emma. Oh, do not have an idea of ſeparation; i 
you could but find a place of ſafety here, for the prev: 
{ent—this is the houſe of poor honeſt Tom, the taylor 
1 have ſeen ſo often at the Mayor's: /| 447 BE; Þ 
inte Der Tow. % un e 
Tan. Aye, there they go hat a fine firing aft, 
1 did not think there were fo many women in Coven- 
try, at leaſt not ſo many pretty girls in "tp l. 
pretty girls, becauſe theyare-grnerally i 
they. always finigger at me as they al bam ey 
help it, when I caſt ſuch ny looks at them—there they 
all march in a body—egad it's a delicate body and the 
Mayoreſs at their head, ſhe's a fine head Wel if this 
Ibeme ſucceeds, I will get drunk to night, like a ſo- 
ber 


* 
$5 . 1 | 
> 8 | I” *. 


ws. —_— en 


mr Pos and dn wget: petticoat-corpe- 
| a ration—Oh lord, | | 4 1 

up to the Lady e 
Emma. You'll not 3 Nr. . & 


aride Mot; Tom, money or liel. 
Tom. No fir, I have gold enough, and keep the 


Sword to defend che lady. Tod will ind in my houſe, 


perhaps, as good ſhelter as in a rich man's for lord, 
I am as great a friend to love as the women's favourite, 
the fat Frier Fogarty. Hott! Id 221 n 


va arent oy Amb 3 rote? wat 2d77- a 
8 ON. 8. 90 1 * 74H! 23.4 bf x cl 


When 1 0 e an fa with m my wad, b 
The. ES all thought! me 2 Me little 1 _ 
My r mamma the call'd me 2 w ite headed boy, « 4 | 
Deca with the Hd 1 for t ta to -$# 54851 9 
c . : 
Wieb Meg, Peg, Jenny aud Winny and Moll, Lond t 
1 flatter'd their chatter To \ forightly a and en. 


An emp. tumb . Ses that's N ya * . Ye 

+ One. fine! frolty: morning going to-ſchook 2 : :: 111, ! 

"Young: Meggy I met and ſhe call'd me-arfool, ': - it 

Her moutiꝭ aa my primmer a leſſon I to, 

| JI-fyore it was pretty and then kifs'd the book; qd 
But ſchool, fool; primmer and trimmer and birch, 

And boys far the.girls L hate Jeſt in the lurch. 

I Hater d, . Ke. * 11544 38 i 5raveld 


ts oi din 03 Zou 355 fin I ebo30odt + Tis 


„ CY 5 


n 


wee get. the tax of: you all went, and were you all 1 
there? 4 44 


OF COVENTRY:” 
"Tis very well known I can dance a good jigs | 


And at cudgels from Rubin I a ft . 


wreſtle a fall, and a bar I can ling. 755 12 
And.when o/ar a Siggon-malt Swe@p con iage. | 
But pig, jig, wicket and cricket and ball. 
1227000 nee: 7 3. 
1 ae, ene e 


een. Ton's Hu 


Enter TW. | 

Tom. 1 e 
the Mayoreſs have done Lord how I long to know 
what ſucceſs they have had, or Whether they will for- 
S n TE 


' Maud. (avithow) Oh, — 3g Pu 5 tel Tom. a 
(entering) Oh, Tom, here we have got the young la- | 
dy Emma in the houſe have you ſeen the Counteſ ? 

Tom. I know what we have got—but tell me, ſhall 


Maud. . and wewere al dai | 
ted to Lady Gadiva's preſence. - ro tet 
Tom. Oh Lord that was-pleaſant. - 755 . at | 


Maud. $0 it was Tome all fell a crying. 27+ 
| Tom. How did you manage that, Maud-—l.neve 


ſaw you cry in all my life.” .,.. . 
ee I only made belleve—then we nden our 
F las 


3 Ch 25 em. 


„ _ *BERPING TOM. 
* Tom, Ven yew oh 1 fee—I ſee you ddl ey 
Maud, Then the Counteſs ſhe heard our petitions, 
| and ſhe aſk*d my lord to pardon the city—no faid his 
lordſhip that I will not—I have ſworn that the power = 
of man ſhall not perſuade me—yes, but ſays ſhe, the 
power of woman may, and I am a woman ſays ſhe. 
Tem. Ob, ſhe need not have told him that. 
Maud. And fays her ladyſhip, J am 2 good 1 woma 
And your wife; eee 
do as I bid vou. * and 
ewe the was» e T tes { a os 
Maud. Says the Earl as you are a good woman, T 
-will forgive the tax only on one condition——what's 
that, ſays my lady ? It is, ſays he, only if you will ride 
44 <et, he SE 
Tom. What! B i 
eee 
would do it but ſhe having the good of our city at 
Heart, took him at his word, and is actually now pre- 
paring for it. 8 
"Tom. Lady Godiva nde a horſebadk—all through 
the city, without any—well if I ever— TY 


Maud. Now yo el, with yo bil 
-cunofity. Wks cape 
Tom. 1 have no curiolity. wm 


Maud. Tom, enn 
ey Emma has taken netter in our houſe. | 
Au DEEP Se. 4 


we” 


— 
* * 
. 
9 
. 


or "COVENTR Y. 33 


und. But here's & young peaſant in her company. 
"Tom, Company; then 1 Tuppoſe ſhe will * no» 


thing at all. 

Mahal. Tig ery dd, for be ken, 0 6 
of money. | 

Tom. Sight of money a fight. 


Maud, Hang the aa oe eee, 

you thinking of Tom. 

Ne en ct an ike * 
Maud. Was there ever ſuch a fool. But I muſt go 
and attend Lady Emma, fo I will leave you to ride on 
your fide ſaddle. _ (Exit. 
Tom. Talk of a coronation, A sd ore to thier - 
Lady Godiva is a proceſſion in herſelf, I muſt go in 
time to procure a good place—ſhall I aſk our Maud 
J 


but LN 2 8 | "#8 
Enter Maro. 

Tem. What brings you here, fir? 

apo. Well Tom, I ſuppoſe you have n 

Tom. Yes fir. | 

Mayor. Lady Godiva in her Jag through Gs - 
city, paſſes by your houſe here. 0 

Tom oel fir thats lucky, 1 al hav an oppor 
tunity of ſeeing her nicely. 

Miyor. Yes, and you will have an opportunity of 
hanging in hemp nicely at your own door the ſtreets 
are to d be cleared—all the windows and the houſes to 

be... 


44 prPHNDO T0. 


be faſten'd vp, no perſon on pain of death, to be feen 
of the Male king. e 

Tom. Me-=do you wink ! would lock, fie—T vim 
could get him out of the comma wy 1 your 
worlhip'be in a barry to g õo. 
"Mayor. T am in à hurfy to go, Tom. 
"4764 164% a ine day abroad, ür. 

"Mayor. But every body muſt © he an 2h * 

Tom. Wen, Wan _ N 3 
bye to ou. 

Mayor. What, en ag Tow. t W 
Tom. Yes, fir; 1 wih you a good-bye, fir, 1 wil 
; not" Ray in this room while Lady Godiva paſſes, it 
commands ſuch a proſpet. 

"Mayor. Gad that's esse Gm that window Lcould 
have a charming peep, if that fellow was but out of 
the Way. (afide) 14329 

Tom. Vil go down and lock myſelf in ai Nellie to 
avoid temptation. ene 
Mayer. Do, Tom—that's s 4 ary vaſe and Pit: go 

home, Tom! | wy 
Tom. Caddtye to your: Rr. 1 

- Hthjok"GCoodtbye to you, Tom. 

Tim: So you are going home, fir. 

Mayor. Ye 1am ging dome, nom do you 90 1 
lock yourſelf up in the cellar. N irie 

Tom. Ves I will, fir, 2 n 

Mayor. Good - bye, Tom!” | 

© Tom. Good-bye, fir. 


al 1 


6 * 
16 


"5 2 


Mayor. 
* 


| eee. 33 
Meyers Good bye... ; 00 molti of [Exit ſeverally. | 


Re-enter Mayor. Ani $132 vl 
; Mayor. By this time, Lady Godiva's paſt the croſs, 
all is clear, and fogtiſh Tom has lock d himſelf up in 
the cellar, and thinks I am gone home—ſhe cannot he 
far off now—l ſhall-have a charming peep. at her from 


that window—I Il rok ph fp ee nee | 
the table. a SHITTY Sf Carb I Li. > 


Sum 197 ee e U OF. 
nl ' 


Tom. By this time his worſhip's at home, curſt trauu- 
bleſome old hound, and Lady Godiva muſt be at hand | 
—1 think I bear her horſe's s feet—the clinking of their 
hoofs is far ſweeter than a baut-boy. (Drags a f, 
and puts it on @ table, and gets up.) There, there, ſhe +- 
is turning the corner. 

Mayor. I can find nothing I'll try to 3 ; 
dow upon my tip-toes, though I break my neck for it. 
(in ftriving to get up, he catches Tom in bis arms.) Ob, 
you Min. have I caught you peeping., - ith 

Tom. Sir, 1 was only going to who in he i: 4" 
nnch. N 

. Come down boy have you a s 
here only on the look 0 out, day 4h buy of [Exit - 


08 Og JOY ih TY i vo 
| ew dogs * ni 755 


Enter Tom, folloxved by the Fans, Mross, and 
| Attendants. yd. boo ee 
Earl. You ſhall be hang'd Tow, 350.5000 FA 


* PEEBING/TOM 
Ton. Then your lordſhip mult cb ee er 
for this is engaged already. 

Zarl. How firrah ! did you yt know ta inf 
each? x; 

r True my ond but 1- tought it wa no harm. 

755 bs 5 Euter MUuuUunm. 

And Oh, my dear, what's the matter, it is all 
along, this wicked Mayor, he wants to make me a wi- 
. dow—it would be for the public PA if hes was Rang: 7 
ed inſtead of my huſpund 6 * 

Earl. Then we ſhould leave his wife here a A 
ful widow. 3334 

 Mayoreſs. Oh, my lord; I 0 not mind my ric” 
vate ſorrows for the public good : 

Earl. So then Mr Mayor, all PARIS ee 
your defigns upon the young woman=—if'this cul-- 
N here * UP my A ne bis life ſhall be 

"Laved. - e 7 
: Tom. Then 1 have a dull chance, my lord; but my 
| lord, though am but a poor fellow, the richeſt jewel 
0 vaur lorditlip's coronet could not make me. betray a 
perſon, after once giving him the protection of my roof. 

Earl. See him to ee hins furthery? 


Tom. No mercy, my lord! and De 
Earl. Yes, if you can ern ue in n youu place, 
that may ſave your life. 0 
Eater HAROLD: an Bust Ar 


why”, Then fave his life an@ take mine, I am Ha- 


em" but now the huſband of your unhappy daughter. 
Earl 


what you have. ed, take for your reward. © 


eng W Dun 2800 


Mayor. What, Peeping Tom / 


OP, COVENTRY. 
—— chief cy pos oth 
this your wretched choice? | N 


Emma. . 1 

- Karl. I would ſooner have RE Id pa i that 
Peaſant, that reſcued you from the Danes, For h . 
lour at leaſt has a claim upon my gratitude. - 


A kae, men in Had dne that lm hg was 


that peaſant, the protector of my life and honour. 5 
Tar. I ſee now that my prejudice to Earl Good- 
win, has blinded me to bis ſon's peculiar virtues, and 


BY 
Enter Count Laws» pa 1 
Count: My lord, your daughter-I claim, according 


| to- promiſe. 


Far. No, he is unworthy of a lady's love, that has 


| nob-rourage/to.protest it 


Tan Rv het Babs REN ER 


about my neck. | 
Mafor. I muſt do my * teins tn ie Be 
Far. Tis your duty to refign 'an office to which 
vou are a diſgrace—Here I grant Tom a fall pardon 


for bis adberence-to his word, and in your place I ap- 


point him Mayor of Coventry.  _ 50 


Tom FC fo FAN 


= 


in the ſtocks. .. | 
Crazy. Whoerar is Moyer, V'u be church-warden. 
— hn, 54. Ear. 


* 
: 10 1 
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Earl. I believe I have been too ſevere upon your ci- 
0 but inc i hai produced ane bosch wan, 1 rlin 
quiſh my claims, © 

Crazy. Yer Fu a ine, and you ave found 
_ Th I hope our-friends will-be oqually-in« 
We and every man that loves a fine woman, will : 
pardon-.PzzrinG Ton or COVENTRY. - | 


„ A EIMESLE 
| 211 . 4 
Bands of love unite us; 
Kind friendſhip joy and laſting peace, 
For ever ſhall delight us. 


Maud. I wiſh you joy of your diſgrace, 
* Let his wife alone ſir, 4 
For ſince by her you've loſt your place, 
Better kils your own, fr, 


Mayor. Pre brought things to a pretty paſs, .. 

By my own-gallanting : 2 
| Tho' late a Mayor—I'm now an aſs :- : 
This is me. 


Crazy. e what ailence io ol this wut, . 
| Ceaſe your idle ſinging, bes 
Or by this hand I'll put you out, 
And ſet the bells a ringing. . 


ene | 4 

OF COVENTRY. 37 

£ nit. $15 ee nrad To noded © 
* Tom, Though you bave ak poets { Ti 54. 1410 on? ? 
Rods in pickle ſteeping ; 


| Ny I * 
este e and 


* 
Forgive poor Tom of Coventry, - _ _-. 
T1 R a 891 
And pardon for his peeping. _ 
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